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I was then in Thanjavur working in a footwear shop owned by a
relative. I lived alone and cooked my own food. When I heard
about the removal of the ban on the Communist Party, I could
not keep my mind on the job. I could not bear to stay in the shop.
I panted to go back to Madras.
Even while working in the shop I had maintained secret contacts
with Communists who were underground. When comrades were
brought to the local court for trial, I would wait at the gate to get
a glimpse of them. I would ascertain the date of the next hearing
and I would be back again at the gate. I would visit prisoner-
comrades when they were in hospital. Therefore, it was not difficult
for me to re-establish contacts with local comrades as soon as the
ban was lifted.
Mohan Kumaramangalam was the first to come from Madras to
Thanjavur to address a public meeting of the Communist Party.1
I knew him quite well. In three years, however, my appearance had
changed considerably. At the age of 14 I had looked like a boy of
ten. Now at 17 I looked like a youth of 20, Kumaramangalam
failed to recognize me. Fortunately an interpreter who accompanied
him did. "Janasakthi will soon resume publication. You may
maintain contact with the local party committee and, on their
recommendation, you may be able to get to Madras," the comrade
told me.
I did not have that much patience. In the next few days S.
Ramakrishnan,2 M.R. Venkataraman, and others arrived. It was
a real problem for me when they too failed to recognize me.
I felt very sad. But then they did remember me! When I introduced
myself, they embraced me with affection. "Hey, how big you have
grown," they commented. They enquired about my welfare with
sincere interest. It was Ramakrishnan who told me to "Proceed to
Madras immediately. Janasakthi will be coming out. You should
come along." Understanding my situation, M.R. Venkataraman
also said the same thing. He was the secretary of the Tamil Nadu
provincial committee of the Communist Party.
A short while before the first general elections I returned to
Madras and became a full time worker in the Communist Party.
The offices of the provincial committee and Janasakthi and the
commune for full time workers were located in a new place in
Royapettah. I returned again to commune life. I met several old
friends as well as new comrades. Many prominent comrades had